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very Important writing, he says, on the question of sex, in which he re-
futes the theses of my Corydon. "Since you are taken to task in it, it
cannot fail to interest you; it is essential for you to read it" He has
already come three times to ring in vain at my door, not resigning
himself to leaving France without having spoken with me. I struggle
for three quarters of an hour with him and eventually persuade him,
but with great difficulty, that I read German too slowly and am too
busy to give sufficient attention to his writing. Meanwhile Malacki ar-
rived, whom I am very glad to see again and who, speaking German
better than I, serves as interpreter. Since he too would like to leave
France for . . , Bolivia if it is possible, he makes an appointment with
the Austrian, and this allows the latter to leave a little less disap-
pointed.

It is extremely painful for me to disappoint; but, in order not to
disappoint, to what enormous outlays I am frequently led! Less costly,
however, than certain acts that border on insincerity. What a relief
when everything is limited to a material expense and I can get out of it
by giving up a few banknotes! But if time, attention, affection, solici-
tude are involved ... I cannot suffice. I should like to catch hold of
myself and know and repeat to myself that, dispossessed of myself, I
become no good. And the time that remains to me to live is counted.

That Austrian's disappointment is nothing; he can get over it. But
what of the disappointment of that young German painter from whom
I have been receiving passionate letters for two years, to which I reply
with a calculated moderation?

Did he not speak, ix each of his letters, of leaving Riga (where he
has exiled himself, where he says he is vegetating miserably), of com-
ing to Paris with the sole purpose of feeling near me, of seeing me! I
dissuaded him from this with all my strength, with all the most serious
arguments: what can he hope to find in Paris but unemployment, pov-
erty, despair? Nothing managed to convince him. The little money he
had been able to put aside in two years, which would have allowed
him to live almost decently in Latvia, is already almost all spent19 In
Paris, where he arrived without warning me while I was still at Chitre,
he took a room in that H6tel de Tfilys^e, rue de Beaune, where Valery
lodged for a long time. After several fruitless attempts, he descended
upon me the morning before yesterday, convinced that his ardor would
overcome all obstacles. . . .

11 a.m.

He has just descended on me again. I had nevertheless definitely
told him that I could not find time to see him again. . . . The most

Happy to learn that he at least has his return ticket [A.]